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convenient occasions of the uselessness of the war, speaking
insincerely and with great difficulty, but not being found?
out.    He began to paint  himself  in  Bolshevik   colours"
and, as soon as he saw that Yakov Fomin was coming to the
leadership of the regiment, began deliberately to worm
his way into his good graces.  Like the rest, Piotra was noU
slow to curse the officers and to spare the prisoners, although*
in his heart he was filled with hatred and his hands trembled
with the desire to strike and kill them. Thus he managed to
win the cossacks' confidence, and to change his features
before their very eyes.
When the commander of the regiment led off the other
officers, Piotra remained behind. Peaceable and quiet,
always keeping himself in the background, restrained in all
his behaviour, he arrived with the regiment at Vieshenska,
But after spending two days there he could hold out no
longer and, without reporting to the staff or to Fomin, he,
fled home.
~~That day a meeting had been going on since early morning*
in Vieshenska market square outside the old church. The
regiment was waiting for the arrival of delegates from the
Red Army. The cossacks wandered in droves over the square,
dressed in greatcoats, short fur jackets and coats fashioned
from overcoats, or in woollen padded coats. It was impossible
to believe that this enormous nondescript mob was the
28th regiment. Piotra wandered despondently from one
group to another, studying the cossacks. At the front he had
not been struck by the style of their dress : for that matter
he had not previously seen the entire regiment in one com>
pact mass. Now, hatefully biting the ends of his moustache,
he stared at their heads with their strange assortment of
fur caps, hats and cowls, he looked at their bodies and saw as
rich a variety of felt boots, leg-boots and legrags wound
above short boots taken from Red Guards. " Ragged arses ! '
Damned lot of peasants! Degenerates ! " he muttered to
himself in impotent anger.
Not one of Vieshenska's inhabitants was to be seen on the
streets. The entire place was in expectant hiding. The white
breast of the snow-swept Don showed through the gaps of
. the cross alleys, with the forest beyond looming black as
though etched in Indian ink. Around the grey stone pile of